jSs         THE  MEMOIRS   OF JACQUES   CASANOVA
judge had to silence him. There were no insults which he
did not shower on his opponent, the experts, and the peas-
•ant, whom he assured he would visit when in the galleys.
After this violent harangue we retired into another hall to
^wait the sentence. The peasant and his family stood in a
distant corner; they had no flattering friends or covert
enemies to talk to, while round Count Torriano were at
least a dozen persons, all crying out that he was sure to win
his cause, but that if such an extravagant thing as his losing
it were to happen, he must compel the peasant to prove the
forgeries by taking it into a higher court.
I whispered to Torres that the count ought to lose if only
on account of the infamous speech of his advocate, who
ought to have his ears slit, and be placed in the pillory for
i?ix months.
cAnd his client with him?3 said Torres in a loud voice.
After an hour the magistrate's clerk appeared with two
papers in his hand, one of which he gave to Torriano, the
other to the peasant; the count burst out laughing, and read
his out in a loud voice.
The court condemned him to recognise the receipts given
to the peasant, and to pay him one year's wages as damages,
reserving to the latter the right to attack him again in
virtue of other grievances which he might have against him.
Torriani's advocate seemed downcast, but his employer
gave him six sequins, and we all went away. Left alone with
the condemned man, I asked him if he would appeal in
Vienna.
{My appeal will be of another kind,' he said grimly. I
did not ask him for an explanation.
We left Go rice next morning, and got to Spersa in less
than two hours. The house was a large one on a hill. Tor-
riani showed me over it, and then led me to my apartment,
a single room on the ground floor, badly furnished, with
very little air or light.
'This,' said he, cwas a favourite room of my father's;

